8 %

NEW YORK

CTRIBUNE. 81

INDAY., OCTOBER 1

1922

thors

.n‘

[
it

The Century Company, New

We Recommend-—
By Burton Rascce
EHOUTS AND MURMURS. By Alexander Woollcott
Tork: 1923,
READ this hook—with unqualified cnjoyment—from cover to cover
I in less than two hours. I state that as a tribute to the rapidity of the
narrative, the sustained interest and amusement of the contents, and
the happy aneedotal tone of the author; for it is a book of the usual size,
running to 264 pages. Nothing, I may further record, has been a greater
surprisa to me than this book. What with 30 much reading to do, I left
off following Mr. Woollcott's newspaper critigues some months ago, when
I came upon a tribute to Molnar, apropos of “Liliom,” in which he said:

“He has sifted the rags of Budapest and got a glint of gold.” Life is too |

short for a man with whom reading I1s a profession to go in for that sort
of thing as a relaxation.

But I see I shall havo to give him another trial. Perhaps T was too
peremptory. We all make mistakes, and flowery alliteration is a tempta-
tion., Possibly I shall be rewarded with as much penuine entertainment,
as much delightful gossip, as much information, and as much human sym-
pathy as may be found in this bock. If not, I shall read the book again,
as I intend to do, come what may. And such other bopks as cofne from
Mr. Woolleott I shall attend with as much of the expectancy of one who
has been pleased by reading as of one who is paid for reviewing.

The foreword gives the title and sets the note: “And there sat at the
Playere’' Club one who spoke always with the accent of authority, giving
firmly the impreszion that his own story and the story of the theater wexe
two inseparable strands of the same woof, Indeed, he sometimes referred
casually and hazily to five seasons passed at dear old Drury Lane, He has
to explain then that his talent had always been devoted to off-stage noises.
I'inally he showed a Drury Lane program, vellowed and creased and wine-
stained. There his name was at the end of the cast and opposite it was
the réle assigned to him—Shouts and Murmura—QOld Fable.”

This is not the familiar false humility, the elaborate denial of omnis-
cience that one may be all the more high-handed and dogmatic; this is,
merely to establish the human, affable, and yarn-spinning tone that obtains
through the book. Here are stories of the foyers on firat nights and of
the back stage; stories of the element of chance that has =0 much 15 do
with the failure or success of theatrical production; anecdotes of stage
celebrities, personalities, epigrams, comments and criticism; the personal
story of Eugene O'Neill; how Frank Tinney started out as an embalmer’s
asgistant in Philadelphia, and avrived ai his present eminence among the

great comedians of musical comedy; how 0. Henry sold Georpe 'l‘},']e.-‘;

the plot of ““A Retrieved Reformation” for §500 and how Paul Avmstrong
adapted it under the title “Alias Jimmy Valentine,” which made fortunes
for every one concerned except O. Henry, and innumerahble sad and jolly
bits of information. There is very little formal dramatic criticism. Mozt

of it is sheer entertainment, which also happens to be a good document in |

the history of the American stage.
£
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“BABEL" (Liveright), by John Courncs—The third volume in an

autobiopraphical trilogy which includes “The Mask” and “The Wall,”
two distinguished novels which were cbscured by the mass of novels in
kind when they were publizshed; ¢ suceessful attempt to do what Jacob

-\'\ Wassermann tried to do in “The World's 1llusion,"” and, 1 think, failed,

s of modern centers of eivilization; frank, intimate and personal ye-
actions to, #nd estimates of, such figures in the literary and artistic world
as H 6. Wells, Bernard Shaw, Gilbert Chesterton, Wyndham Lewis,
Fzra Poulid, Jasoch Epstein, the nouveaux calotting of the N. R. I, and
___the heroes a-...fﬁi‘h&': studiog of Chelsesa, Montmartre and Greenwich Village,
all under the thim:.éi_"t of nomenclature disguises; a love story of a pecu-
liar and realistic poiggmcy: an honest autobiography in terms of fielion
by a temperamental sfd sensitive young Russian Jew who worked out
his writer’s npprentice&ﬁ? on & Philadelphia newspaper and went in

:’ e., present a vivid eyclorama of the excited and confused cross-pur-

search of the Bright Meduss in New York, Paris and London; an excellent |

“case history'" for psycho-analysts: one is reminded frequéntly of Sher-
wond Anderson’s observation that foo many men think teo much about
being writers and not enough sbout writing, but one is faced by the fact
that Cournos thinks a great deal about heing an author and yet succeeds
in being one with an enviable gift for clear and precise expresgion, for
apt and eonclusive character drawing and for a refreshingly spontancous
response to impressions; in fine, a worthy book in the tradition of “Tono-
Bungay.”

L ™

“TALES OF THE JAZZ AGE" (Scribner's), by I'. Scott Fitzgerald
—A collection of skits, playlets and short stories of varying merit, from
the sentimental vapidity of “The Lees of Happiness" to “The Diamond
as Big as the Ritz,"” which is, with “Blue Ie2" and “Benediction,” the
high-water mark of Fitzgerald’s achievement as a prose artist of abun-
dant, exuberant, irresponsible and incorrigible talents, In “The Diamond
as Big as the Ritz"” Fitzgerald lets himself go and follows his satirie, fan-
tastic and impish genii where they list. The book also contains “Mr,
Icky,” the playlet with the havpy conceit of a girl's response to courtship
from the warm suds of a bathtub; and other ephemerae which breed in
the workshop of Mr. Fitzgerald’s Celtic imagination.

£l
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“LOVE AND FREINDSHIP" (Stokes), by Jane Austen—A col-
lection of hitherto unpublished manuseripts by the greatest master of
the gentle art of kidding in English fiction; a seventeen-year-old genius’s
burlesque of the romantic novels of the “fainting heroine” perlod and
of the method of historiographers; a much funnier book than Daisy
Ashford’s and an indication of the ecarly direction of Jane Austen’s
satiriealent, Ona learns from this that Miss Austen was not the austere,
spinster-minded bluestocking she has been pictured. She was a whim-
sical and passionate soul with an intelligence probably a little too acute

for comfort in this world,

% %

“BABBITT' (Harcourt), by Sinclair Lewls—A neat impaling of
the boob booster of the American bourgeosie upon the pen of a humorous
and sympathetic satirist; a description of the successful neighbor you
most dislike in terms you wish you had thought of, and that neighbor's
portraif of you in the pigments he wishes he could wield; a composite
photograph of Mr. Lewis, vou and me, a litfle out of focus, the better to
call attention to the queer, unflattering qualities of our make-up; a suc-
cessful, amusing, ironic, human document in our cocisl history,

| both of them.

An Author’s Letter
| “Piveces of Hate" iz g jolly affair.

Grant Overton of the Georgs H.| ours sincerely,
Deran Co., permits us to read the fol- -’\_IJ\_ﬁLD BENNETT.
{mwing letter from Arnold Beanett, THE WILD WEST
Yacht Marie Marguerite, 27-7-22, ;
Dear Mr, Grant Overton: Many |

L3

|
to somebody eclde, I am sorry for

Dear Sir:
..r[:}.l"m.k .‘iﬂu for reviewing my novel,
16 Sy Line of Snruce” 3 ib-
thanks for your fine letter and post-| une. | would raf for havh, alfrf[,iil:cf;i*”
seript. But the fact is that the ideai!rn-.-_:_o.v.- than no review at all, e
and the whole story came to me one day |, ’-"f\’;“ the publication of “Merton of
5 | the 4 et s o s

last summer, all in a moment, on board | .0 ,m:f’s authors of Western stories
] i ; | have had a great deal of kidding sbout
my yacht; that I wrote it on another | “the open places” and “where men sre
vacht, the Amaryllis, belonging to my | men.” [ would like to be able ts con-

oeloved  friend -Herbert Suliivan, | :‘\_il?r'.ceh ‘\;Iou,l ):owevc:t-,‘ tl}st the!'I West of
7 icn 1 write, particularly the North-
nephew of the composer of “The West, i3 very much & l‘ea?it}'. Tt isn't

Mikado,” at Monte Carle, Nice and
Csnnes in December und January last,
There is bound to be trouble over the
ending of “Lilian.” People will say
it isnt conclusive. Well, as far as
that goes, death itself isn't conclusive.
A book has to end somewhere, and if
the book didn't end before the birth
of the baby it would comprize the be-
ginning of another book:* The attitude
of Lillan towerd her life is clearly
indicated. I can't go any further, I
call my ending a happy ending. :

I doubt if you will do so well, with
this miserable raw materis! for pub-
lieity.

By the way, the following fsn't in
your department, but 1 will unseru-
pulously trouble vou with it. 1 have
received proofs of the book from your
house. It was ver; naughty of your
house to set up the book before re-
ceiving corrected English proofs. 1
cannot correct two sets of proofs. I
wouid as soon go to hell. 1 shall cause |
to bhe gent to you corrected English
proofs and from these your proof read-
ers will kindly put the Ameriean proofs

ht, It will me that somebody

have to read the whole book aloud

tame by & long shot.

The casual tourist sees only a com-
mercialized West, The tenl West—I
nmean, if you will, the woolly West—
eannot be reached in an automobile or
a Pullman car. The journe Tequires
many days on packhorses, T ings hap-
| pen there every day that 1 don't dare
write about, Lecause not only the re-
viewers but the general publie would
never helieve me. Take, for instance,
Alaska. At present theme is & move-
ment en to have all the grizzlies of
southeastern Aluska killed beeause they
are claimed to be, by hairy old pros-
pectora and woodsmen, o menace to hu-
man life. There are still vest wilder-
nesses whgre white men never pene-
‘rate. Ay author has to Lry to be plaus-
ible, but gou_pget hold of g real woods-
man gome time—old lads such as I
have met in Barkerville or on the Iskut,
for that matter back in our own game-
teeming forests—and you will get an
ear full.

I wish 1 eould take some of the more
skeptical reviewers with me on a griz-
#ly bear hunt. Yours cordially,

EDISON MARHSAL

Medford, Oregon,

;
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By lsabel
FIVE NIGHTS AT THE FIVE PINES, By
Avary Gaul, Contury Compuany,
THREN BLACK BAGS. By )
Angellott),  Century Compang
THE ROMANCE OF A MILLION
LLARH. By Elidabeth Dejenns,
Merpill,
KASTLI KERAGS,
Mufileld & Co,
LN AEOPARDY.
Herper & Hroe.
PHILIE DEREY, REPORTHR,
Ji Abbott. Doad, Mead & Co.
' THE publishers have their way
:.!!m_ut it reading contemporvary
fiction will soon ecease to be o
}‘Ilnc!d and ruminative tecupat
Ta judge by tho hook advertise-
ments, a non-partican attitude on the
i part of the Gentle Reader is no longer
.z:lawu]ulg; he must hurl himself into
the moving stream of events with the
t_"ha'.-'nctr_:rﬁ. and take chances of emer;
g sgain mentally unseathed. “What
would you do,” the stern interrogation
rlaves out in bold-face typo, “if vour

Tl

rion

T30

Iiobhe-

Hy Absoiom Martin,

Wills

By

got even to leave s pint of ‘eream for
breakfasti” Or one is asked, aftor the
manner of n Binet test: “What secret
power drew this brilliant woman into
retirernent ™ said rotirement being be-
i tween the covers of an extremely popu-
| lar novel, If that involves teo much
;':'ﬂtmn:lnntmn then answer ves or nos
{ “Who was Andivius Hedulio ¥ You give
[it up? Do not hope to escape so easi-
1w you must then submit to he judzed
by the characters of the novels, and a
grilling ordeal it'is for a modest man,
Who knows what may hang upon his
answer to the curt*demand: “What
would a South Sea muiden think of
youl" No paltering; the issue must be
souarely faced.

The safesat course, then, is to turn ta
such fiction as need not invelve taking
sides on any burning cuestions of
morals er polities; to wit,
tales.

of
mystery

. " .

This season offers a remarkable num-
ber of very good ones. Of tha aix
hera listed nearly all are wall con-
structed and written in that starl,
clear English which is easentinl to
storices of nlot and action.

locat color and neat character drawin
as, for dnstance, “Five Niglta at the
Five Pies,"” with the problem of which
wa will grapple first.

What, then, would you do if in defiance
of the advice of tho entire village vou
purchased a house on Cape Cod in
order to spend a summer in peace and
guiet, and then found the blamed place
was haunted? Such was the annoving
predicament of Mrs. Jasper Curdy, the
lady who temeraricusly endured the
five nights, and found a fresh horror
awaiting her eaeh night, TFloor-hoards
creaked dismally, latehes lified under
pressure of invisible fingers, footstapa
perambulated a nen-existont staircase,
And Mre. Curdy had to stick it out
alone. Her husband was a playwright,
s;,nd was unexpectedly detained in New
York, being more concerned to learn
whether the hox-office ghost \vonld
walk on the ensuing Saturday than
with any spooky activities in lis new
couniry home. No Cape Codder would
risk a night in that ih-omened dwell-
ing., 1Its late owner, Captain Jereminh
Hawes, had risen from his cofin once,
literally, and they believed him quite

2

were perfectly eertain that in his coffin,
or out, he would extremely dislile thie
notion of strange tenants in the house
where he had lived vut his warped, om-
bittered existence with his horrible old
mother and the girl he loved and dared
not marry. There were, in fact, several
possible revisitants, none of them
cheerful to contemplate, and the soly-
tion of the mystery provides a trapic
thrill of its own. You may guess who
the ghost was, before the suthor
chooses to reveal it, bul you are very
unlikely to fathom the secret that it
guarded, Lhrou.zh life and death.
. L]

An ancestral home is also the center

of the mystery “In Jeopadry.” '[he
Hildebrand Hundred, an ¢ld crown
grant in Maryland and seat of an

aristoeratic Colonial family, was fatal
to its owners until at last it weni to
s Northern scion of the race who knew
nathmg‘ of its history. Now, if you had
stopd in his shoes, and gradually
lesrned that there wan some sort of
curse upon the place, especially during
the month of June of each year, would
you have lingered sround trying to find
out why and what it was, or wounld vou
have hastily wished it ento some un-
suspecting purchaser? No doubt the
latter; but in that case there would
have been no story—which would be 2
pity. It was an awufl chance Hugh
Hildebrand took, but a great reward
came to him through it. Everything
sbout thia story is plausibie and wel
mativated, except, perhaps, the agency
of denth, and that is so weird it is
uite excusable. Several nleasingly
inbolical willains, male and female,
slse play their parts in the events lead-
ing up toa dn:mntie denouement.
. L]

Kastle Krags is fet 8 third house

Miss E. B. C. Jones, author of “The Singing Captives.”
[ by Djuna Barnes,

Some Recent Fict

. |
By Van Tazzel Sutphen.

wife eloped with the milkman, and for- |

Some offer |
extra added attractions in the ehape of |

cupable of doing so again, Alsn they)

Caricatnie

100

Paterson

of dread. Tt stands on the edge of a
!Ij‘m:jlr.!n fwanmp, and thede who think of
| Flovida in terms of sun and flowers
i:ihll'.]'.‘.l veud the first chapter of this

tale, which i3 a really admiruble bit
f seriptive w g, conveying A
| pieture of the wsinister and somber

whore tourists seldom penetrate.
¢ terror that huunved Kastle Kraps
as in keeping; il zeemod to lure its
prey to their unknown doom by night
only. And to add to the géneral ereapi-
(ness of the situation, the bodies dis-
Fven one who had been scen
wias spirited away immue-

Judicial decision thet it s published

ETRONIUS is generally thought!

to have lived in the time u!i

Nero and naccording to tradi-

tion was the arbiter of eiagnnceI

and dictator of fashion in the
Court of Nere, The “Satyricon” is a
keen satire on the wvulgarity of mere
wenlth, its wanity and its grossness,
and constitutes a fragment containing
parts of two books oul of a total of
sixteen, The suthor was Interested in
the intellectunl pursuits, as well as in
the vices and follies of his ewn evil
time, 'The worship of the flesh and
its  lusty alternately disgusted and
fageinated him, Petroniuz is the burn-
ing symbel of the final corruption,
with its terror, its magnificence and
pathos, of that tottering world of
Rome which was shown teo go down
before the rising tide of a new relig-
ion and a new race,

The book portrays an important part
of the history of civillzation, and the
prozecution gives vise to the question
whether the reeord of civilization can
be suppressed,

With thia prosecution the Society for
the Suppression of Vice seeks to im-
pose & duty upon the court to exercise
a_censorship over literature with na
view of suppressing a work of literary
merit which hag lived for 1,900 years,
But guch is not the duty of the eourts,
irrespective of the character of the
book, unless its publieation or circula-
tion ia nccompﬁsged in violation of the
eriminal statutes, The histor-
ical value of the “Satyricon’ is a mat-
ter which cannot be lightly brushed
aside, It must be admitted that the
“Satyricon’ is a part of the body of
classical literature. Its value has been
recognized hoth from the historical and
literary viewpoint. It hasg been as-
signed the place of the prototype of

acle could bo launched at almoest every
classie on the shelves of our libraries.

Time has determined that thia work
must eurvive, and were it simply a
picce of obscenity it would have per-
ished long since and never have
reached the portals of this tribunal.
If we ave {o hack away at'a work that
has stopd the test of ages, are we

The Censor and the Classics

City Magistrate Charles A. Oberwager's decision last week in dis-
missing the case of the Society for the Suppression of Vice against Boni
& Liveright, Inc., publishers of a translation of the “Satyricon,” by Pe-
tromius, 18 8o intrinsically interesting as literary criticiem and as p samne

| picaresque literature and critics have|

The Sunday Tribune’s News ana Reviews of‘Bomqks and Au

i purt herewith:

tion of one side of human nature only,
for otherwise it would defeat its own
pim of truth and power. If ancient
literatnre were to be suppressed on ac-
count of a differenca in manners or a
change in ethies or even moral siand-
ards, the world would soon be empty
of the classics, the records’ of the past
lost, and mankind he left without hia-
torien]l memory or continuity, Merely
immaral books are not a legitimate
part of the heritage of civilization,
henee they do not survive. The im-
moral writings, the pornographic lit-
eraturp of the seventaenth and eight-
eenth centuries molder in forgotten
libraries where not even an antiquar-
ian stirs the dust. L

It can searcely be said that the Legis-
lature intended by means of the statute
to deatroy literature or to anathemtse
all historieal manners and morals dif-
ferent from our own or to close the
treagsure house of the past. It was
golely intended to prevent the dissemi-
nation of pornography produced for
evil purposes and for gain, The Legis-
luture aid not intend fo confer upon
any individusl or society general
powers of censorship over literary
works, for if such were the case the
power could capily be abused, and the |
destruction of the freedom of speech, |
as well as the freedom of press, would |
he resultant cffects of such a statute.
Works of art, the masterpleces of an-
cient ages, scientific works, rye (the
masterpieces of ancien! agea), the daily
press, would be subjected Lo a censor-
ghip that would cause the destruction
of our free inatitutions. One who at-
tempts more than he ought will per-
form less, One who is not content
with repressing scendalous excesses,|
but demands austere piety, will soon |
discover that not only hes the vender- |
ing of an impossible gervice to the
cause of wvirtue heen attempted, but
that vice has thereby been aided.

Upon the facts and the law the sum-
monses are dismissed and the defend-
ants are dischuarged.

CHARLES A, OBERWAGER,
City Magistrate,

First of World Triology

A remarkable novel with a remark-
anble history is nannounced for early
publieation by Houghton, Miflin & Co.
That is “The Penitents,” of which the
central figure is Alesander I, Czar of
Ruasia, during MNapoleon's day. The
poet Pushkin also plays a prominent
part. This book is Volume I of a New
Weorld Trilogy. Edna Worthley Under-
wood, the author, is a Xansan, who
taught herself to read Russian twenty

|

avowed its influence upon such great
writers as Stern, Fielding, Smollett
and Rabelais.

Its wvalue to the student and the
scholar is sueh that it would be too
serious a matter to deni; access to it
for ancient literature enlarges and en-
riches the mind,

There are undeniably many obscene
passages in the book, but the mere ex-
istencé of isolated passages is not of
itself sufeciont to condemn = literatry
work as falling within the prohibitive
rala. for, if such were the rule, an at-

not pitting a temporal opinion against
! the cumulative weight of authority of
| centuries, which muat perforce over-
come the voice of protest that a aingle
generstion might raise? )
Will it not incur the reproach of his-
tory and the indignation of tradition
for us nt Lhis time to say that this

srward. Would you, timid
ew of these g¢lrcumstances,

ligve pone prowling about after dark|

(in the neighborhood of that house
Would you have remained in the vicinit

|at all, no malter what the induce-
fmenta?  Our hero did; likewize our
{lieroine. They deserved all they got—

Iwhici‘, is net meant to be ambiruous
!fﬂr they found tiveusure of various
| sorte, including tron love., An inter-
lesting theory 1% propouaded inciden-
tally, of heveditary family dislikes;
| that is to say, of families wlhose mem-
[bery inevitably hate epch other, by a

! painful reversal of the usual order of |

{ natura,
* *

|, *“The Romance of 2 Million Dollars”
iiﬂ a highly intriguing title. Opr, any-
{way, o million dollars is romantie, and
| the poszibility of posseszing it is vory
| provee /e of intrigue, Ah, there is a

| aueetic what would you do for n
!:',-aii':inrl dellars? 1'd do almost anything
i but work-—-the chances of acquiring
nny such sum by honest {oil on my part

[Being so sl
| worth while.

n a4 to make it scarcaly
Not all of us are so lueky
fat yourg Marie Angouleme, nor ao
| & ited.  Bhe could run o garapel
hat, and her pustty face, so endeared

| her to the strong-minded Mrs. Dum-
{barton-Kend that the old lady fivat
[ hired Ber az a chauffeur and afterward
ladopted her as p daughter. Thus was
| Marie precipitated into a family quar-
rel of long standing and soch bitter-
nese g only near relatives can feel for
euch other, Thore are a few thumping
improbabilitics to be assumed by the
reader, hut such form the basis of any
mistery tale, = d the unfolding of this
one is very neatiy done,

# #

L3
5 With “Thres Dlacl: Dags" we travel
1{:- the oceupied Rhineland and get a
tglimpse of the unrepentant Hun, who
is depicted ng still biding his time, if
not for “Der’ Tag” then for *“Die
n Dentschland shall again
ant ueber alles. It's no
ing what course you would
vou were in the boots of
Hverett Ramsely, the hero of
aleneny, or rather it is entively un-
feir. e was a hero to hegin with, and
no one less brave could have success-
fully uncovered and frustrated the
deep plot  of the Germans to
massacre the Army of Occupntion at
midnight and feteh the Kaiser back to
his old home at Potsdam. Eveén a man

of equal courage, but not quite =m0
.iluntl.'-'.ulll'.(“ would have failed, for then
| the Princess llse would never have

| fallen in love with him, in her tiger-
{ish wap, at sight and saved him when
lie innocently meandered into a trap
and waes brought bound and gagged to
a German castle in the forest,

L] " &
The problem set before “Philip
Derby, Reporter," requires lengthy ex-

tfter the manner of an
hypothetical question. Sup-
thut you were a copy boy on
a great New York daily and wanted to
be a reporter, Never mind why.

Suppose, further, that a vacancy oc-
curred on the.gtaff by renson of a re-
porter being kidnaped by the Black
Hand, Now wait a minule., We know,
of course, that you would instantly ask
for the job, but that would do no good,
First you must show your ability to
handle a story., Suppose then that you
went out in your share time after hours
and tracked down that missing reportar,
till you located him bound and Jocked
up in o tenement on ths Fast Side, un-
dey guard and threatened with death,
And suppose vou mads that discovary
at such a time thet if vou ealled the
police in right away and set the kid-
naped reporter free the morning pa-
vers would get the story, whereas
your sheet was an evening event, What
would you do? You wouldn't know what
to do, of eourse,

Philip Derby never faltered. He went
home and had a good sleep. ‘He knew
that kidnaped reporter was securely
tled up and wonldn't snoil before morn-
inz, And in the morning, of course,
when his story was safe, he dropped in
and let the critter loose. This is almost
as good a yarn as the one sbout the
enld-hearted city editer who was told
over the telephone: “That reporter
you sent down to cover the fire has
been caught under a falling wall and
lilled mstant!ﬂv." To which the cit
editor replind: “Is  that sol M’i
right, I'll send another.”

or that classieal work shall live or die?
Has not the wisdom of the ages ron-
lered such workas inviolate from our
nterference ?
The works

]

of art and literature of
| an ancient age cannot be judged by
{ modern standards. The good of pos-
| ses¢ing those literary and cull:ural rec-
ords of the past that constitute the
very ﬁliﬂt,u&? continuity of civiliza-
tion eannob be outweighed by any im-
aginary evil that is alleged against the
“Satyricon.”

Infht{m "Sntyricnn"}.‘ is to fall, 3];5
contemporaries of etronious m
| also w}:uc under tha han. And whom
do we find to be his contemporary of-
| fenders? Ovid, the master of the ele-
sigo couplet and who in the creative
;eriod of Engligh literature was road
more than any other ancient poeb, not
even excepting Virgil. His influence 1s
soen on Shakespenre, Marlowe, Epen-
car, Milton mnd Dryden. Juvenal, the
great Roman poet. satirist and rheto-
rietan, who held up to bitter scurr_:t_t‘he
depravities of the duys of Domitian,
Nero, Claudins and Massalma‘. .T;l_vcnal
has written with immortal fire his de-
teatation of the tyranny and cruelty,
debauchery and luxury and the levity
and effeminacy of the days of Roman
digintegration, 1

To sgl‘.ppl‘ess the “Satyricon” is to
suppress one of the two extant Latin
novels of the post-classical age, leav-
ing but the “Golden Aes” of Apuleius
and thereby depriving studants of any
knowledge of the actual life of the
Roman people. As liternture is an in-
terpretative description of human life,
it eannot limit itself to the interpreta-

Thrilling New Novel by
the author of MR. WU

THE

GREEN
GODDESS

By LOUISE JORDAN MILN

“Guaranteed to provide en-
grossing entertainment to
the lover of adventure and
mystery."—N. Y. Herald.

From Willlam Archer's play
of the sams name.

&1.80
STOKES, Pubiisher

“IF NOSES WERE COUNTED—]

there would be enough
Babbitts in America to
elect a  President—and

maybe they did.”
HARRY HANSEN,
Chicago Daily Newa,

EABBITT
By Sinciair Lewis

AUTHOR OF MAIN STREET

Wherever books are sold, $2.00.
HARCOURT,BRACE & CO., 1tv.s7¢h 8¢, N,
HAVE YOU READ

vears ago. She learned lalf a dozen
other langueges, but Rusaia and its
| history interested her most. She trans-
jlated Russian poetry, wrote a first
{novel of eighteenth century Russia,
jcalled “The Whirlwind,” and a play
culled “A Petersburg Night,” dealing
with Catherine the Great.
original poetry, and translated Mickie-
wiecz, the Polish poet. At length the
iden began to take shape to her that
Alexander I symbolized the beginning of
a new order in Rusaia, and was the first
person to be touched perilously by that
charga. Years of travel and research
went to the acguisition of materisl for
the book she then planned, and which
is just published, The two volumes to
follow are to be called “The Passion
Flower” and “The Pageant Maker.”

by ﬂg‘h'-

MarieConway Oemler
author of "S!ippyﬂfﬁee“eﬁc

HOUGH he was the

son of a millionaire,
he became a traffic cop;
and because he was a
traffic cop he met the little
princess, the only girl that
had ever stirred his hungry
heart. A story of swift
ection, of tense and dra-
matic situations, of whim-
sical humor and poignant
pathos.

ATOLLS
OF THE SUN

-Ay FREDERICK OBRIEN

The new book by
the author of “VWhite
Shadows in the South
Seas.”

llustrated.  $5.00
THE CENTURY CO.

She wrote |
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The Spanish Main

o
By Milton Raison

THE CARIBOREAN, By

Francis Rusgell Hart., Houghton Mife
fin Company, '
T is difficult to imagine while|

crossing the calm, indigo wa‘.eral
|

: |
ADMIRALS OF After 11, the Spaninrds succeeded
eolomizing and, holding for almost g,

centu¥ies practicaliy the antire Weatan
Their langoage, reliplipd8

Hemisphere,
and customn exist to this day in La
of the Caribbean that it was once | Ameries, Hart statos:
a place of piracy and bloodehed. [ “The advanture of Spain in explasis
I remember standing at the rzil and |20 relonizing ilie New World hay g
andenvoring to thrill myself with the i N, NIBYOYY. | Eu I8 Utiortonsy

8 the i t1 her extracrdingy
thought that under me were the moldy | triumphs reed by vord «

wrechks of Spanish galisons filled with | h‘"‘-' eraelt it the ont pel

treasure. But I only succceded in won- | '{{1:“”]‘:; ax and the t,:?,, : “nf the
i A 185 : ¥ - " JATL J

dering where on earth there was water . South and Central '.L--:. ricas r‘:"n:

of a deeper and purer hlue. However, | brought uvnder Spanish contral, forg
- ; 4

| fied eities built, and
ieies of State and (
!installed. The

alter reading “Admirals of the Carib-
bean” no doubt rempins as to the sig-
nificance of the Caribbean as a battle-

"= he OUT ngen
hurch governmes

vice-regal

estah

ground, | menta at _I.im‘n and in Mexica
The book is beautifully gotten oul_,:_’"-’c"“*.i,‘,"“'?‘ to the couri at M
attractively bhound, contzining old and |1 ‘l?{l..:s_lra(-; and magnificence.
rare cuts, soma of which turn the stom- | fortifications at Lartege i
ach a irifle, like that of the “Spaniards | "f]'”l : iola are of
Driven to Capnibalismm by Hunger.” ""”T‘R;.h Whis ke of them todes
an_indisputable rccord of marvelog

Though in no way a completr history

of tha Spanish Main, Francis Hart has | accomplichment.”

succeeded in writing a clear, interesting | IIe gors on to sav the S0z ish tem
gecount of the men coneerned with one | Perament was unsuited for T
of the most romantic spota on earth.| They had the one grear 1

There are Sir Yrancis Drake, the gal- | much ensnfidence They

lant forefather of the buccaneers, who over. § fighters, ag

diad on board his ship; Sir Henry Mor- | buccaneer: would have trs

gan, the crueiest and most skillful of n6 mateh against their fere

the buccaneers, who later became gov- | mies, recruited f the pricons ol

ernor of Jamaica; Admirals de Pointis | England, led by bri
and du Csese, who contributed the
French piratlieal tonch; Admiral Ver-

nan, who took Puerto Bello with six

iant zenerals,

News Motes

ships, and Lord Rodney, who played &, Michael Monahan
large part in the ceding of the Span- | France abont the £
ish possessions in America to England. | be in Naw Vork for

One is struck by the great personal | his new book, “An
courage of the leaders, who were al- | which will be brought oot on the &
ways in the thick of the fray. With teenth. £ S
euch examplea it was inpossible for

the Spaniarda to withstand the bue-
canaers, Drake died nt duty, hoth
Morgon and De Pointia were wounded,
It was all in the game. The book
takes the part of the Spaniards in =
good many instances, clearing up the
general conception that Spain mal-
treated the American natives and that
the buccaneers were their saviora.
This, aceording to Hart, iz not true.
If poasible, the buccaneers were maore
cruel than the Spaniards. Extracts,
reprinted from Exquemelin, a Duteh-
mian, who was an evewitness during n
good many of Morgan's seizures, state
graphically the punishment adminis-
tered the natives by the buccaneers in
the latter's endeavor to dizcover the
hiding places of .treasure.
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Would You
Like to
Meet Jesus|

Would you care to walk down Broadwey with Him in §
the year 19217

What would He order for dinner in a lobster palacel
What would He do in a beauty parlor? What would
He make of a permanent wave? What would He
say to Mary Magna, million-dollar queen of the
movies?

And how would He greet the pillars of St. Bartholomew’s
Church. How would He behave at strike headquar-|
ters? What would He say at a mass meeting of the
‘I’reds!??

These questions and many others you may find answered
in the new novel

THEY CALL NE
CARPENTER

A Tale of the Second Coming*
by UPTCON SINCLAIR

i—”“‘—_"'—‘

‘UPTON SINCLAR|
The advance orders for this novel have nocessitated two printings in
addition to a generous first printing. $1.75 at your booksellers;

ONI

blishers

New York

West 404 St.- New 3
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By the author of
“Messer Marco Pole”

THE WIND
- BLOWETH

By DONN BYRNE

AMES BRANCH CABELL said ‘“Moesser.
Marco Polo” was “a magically beautiful}
book.” So is this new novel-—and it i: a bigger
book. It is the record in a passionate style of
haunting melody of the loveife of a roving lrish
sea captain in many paris of the world.
Illustrated by George Bellows. $2.00.

THE CENTURY CO.

L

>N

THE CENTURY = L NICHOLAS
MAGAZINE % : . MAGAZINE
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SIMﬂﬂ - If you like Monte Crigsto—Dick Turpin—Tarzan
CALLED PETER —gladiators—read this great historical thriller.
| B o |} It has all the urge, push and pull of the greatest.me
By Robert Meable | iiig o | in literature, yet it is in reality probably the greate
Author of :fhg"Mother: Pt 1l torical novel written by any American, It is by the a1
of All Living,” etc. i “This is a good _ {1 of “E! Supremo.” _ 3
I T IS probably the most -_book.” AL 0 e ; ; SRR D
widely talked of novel New Yo woa P | EDWARD LUCAS
0 uring 1922, - Heywond B : . .
- §200 lage extr DOUBLEDAY, PAGE & | et | | 82.00,at any bookstore. Published by E. P. DU
E. P. Duiton & ’:‘;ﬁ: ;l; ;Ju., Ny e ¥ sz&m' I | Smj (Postago mnﬁ : Withatty S S




